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Mr. Morrell was not at home, but Reginald and Winifred came
downstairs. TJbey had both forgotten me. Baskerville came to the
door and we sat down in the drawing room for a chat.

As we walked down-the drive to the carriage renewed cheers
came ringing from the school. Mrs. Bevan was much amused and
Baskerville said to me, 'It is a pity you don't stand for the county.
You would have the suffrages of every one here,'

The dear children crowded round the school door. They were
a little shy and much grown since I saw them this time last year, but
my sweet little Amy was unmistakable and so were the frank sweet
eyes of Eleanor Hill.

When we returned to Hay I walked to the almshouses beyond the
Brecon turnpike with Mrs. Bevan, Alice and Cousie.

The daffodils were nodding in bright yellow clumps in the little
garden plots before the almshouse doors. And there a great ecstasy
of happiness fell upon me. It was evening when I met her and the
sun was setting up the Brecon road. I was walking by the alms-
houses when there came down the steps a tall slight beautiful girl
with a graceful figure and long flowing fair hair. Her lovely face
was delicately pale, her features refined and aristocratic and her eyes
a soft dark tender blue. She looked at me earnestly, longingly and
lovingly, and dropped a pretty courtesy. Florence, Florence Hill,
sweet Florence Hill, is it you? Once more. Thank God. Once more.
My darling, my darling. As she stood and lifted those blue eyes,
those soft dark loving eyes shyly to mine, it seemed to me as if the
doors and windows of heaven were suddenly opened. It was one
of the supreme moments of life. As I stood by the roadside holding
her hand, lost to all else and conscious only of her presence, I was
in heaven already, or if still on earth in the body, the flights of
golden stairs sloped to my feet and one of the angels had come down
to me. Florence, Florence Hill, my darling, my darling. It was
well nigh all I could say in my emotion. With one long lingering
loving look and clasp of the hand we parted and I saw her no more.

Tuesday, 24 March, Lady Day Eve

I went down to the almshouses hoping to see Florence Hill again.
Alas, the daffodils were still blowing in the litde garden plot, but
Florence Hill was gone.

I walked to Clyro by the old familiar fields and the Beacon stile,